Lorn Labours lofl* 


Bum. A giltNutmcgge. 

Ber. A Lemmon. 

Lon. StuckewichCloues. 

Bum. Noclouen, 

Brag. The Armipotent Mars of LdunceS the almighty 
Gaue Heller a gift, the heir e of 1 Mon ; 
tA man fo breathed , that certaine he would 'fight: yea 
From morne till night , out ofhij Pauilliott. 

I am that Flower. 

Bum. That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord LongauUl, reine thy tongue^ 

Lon. I muft rather giue it the reine: for it runs againft HettOr* 
Bum. I, and Heblor's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten, 

Sweet chuckes,bcat not the bonesof the buried : 

ButI will forward with my deuice ; 

Sweet Roy aide bellow on me the fence of hearing. 


Berowne fieps forth * 

fltg. Spcake braue Hc&or, we are much delighttdo . 

Brag. I doe adore thy fweet Graces flipper. 

Boy. Louesher by the foot. 

Z> urn. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. This Heclorfarre fur mounted Hdnniball. 

The partie is gone. 

(flow* Fellow Heftor, (he is gone; (he is two moneths on her 

way. 

Brag » What meaneft thou? 

Clow. Faith vnlcfle you play the honed Troyan,the poore 
Wench is call away: (he’s quicke, the child brags in her belly 
already :tis yours. . 

B rag. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates ? 

Thou (halt die. 


Clow. Then (hall Hcdor be whipt for Iaquenetta that is 
quicke by him, and hang’d for Pompey. that is dead by him, 
T)um. Moll rare Pompey. 

Boy • Renowned Pompey. 

tfediuge* rCat * r ^ r - a - , 2^ a ^E rwt: > 8 rcat > Pompey % "pompey 


Bam. 


Loues Labours lofl. 

Bum* Heftor trembles. 

Ber. Pompey is moued, more Atccs more Atec s ftirre them," 
or ftirre them on. 

"Bum. H e£lor will challenge him . 

Ber. I, if a’haue no more mans bloodin’sbelly^hen will fup 
aFlea. 

Brag. By the North. pole I do challenge thee. 

(lo*l will not fight with a pole like a Northern man ; He 
flalh , lie doc it by the (word : I pray you let me borrow my 
Armesagaine, 

"Bum. Roome for she inccnfcd Worthies. 

Clo. lie doe it in myfhirt. 

"Bum. Mod refolute Pompey. 

Pag. Matter, let me take you a bucten hoole lower : Do you 
not fee Pompey is vneafing for the combat: what meaue you? 
you will lofc your reputation. 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers pardon me, l will not com* 
bat in my (hire. 

Bu. You may not denieit, Pompey hath made the challenge. 

Brag. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Ber. What reafon haue you for’t l 

Brag. The naked trush of it is, I hauc no (hire. 

I go wool ward for penance. 

Boy. True, and it was inioyned him in Romefor want of Lin- 
nen : fince when, lie befworne he wore none, but a difliclouc of 
Iaquenettas, and that he wearesnext nis heart for a fauour* 
Enter a MejfcngerjJMoanfier Mar cade. 

Mar* God faueyou Madame. 

ffu. Welcome tMarcade, but that thou interrapteft our 
merriment. 

Marc. I amforric Madam, for the newts I bring is heauy 
in my tongue. The King your father, . 

f)u. Dead for my life. 

Mar. Euen fo : My tale is told. 

Ber. Worthies away, tbs Scene begins to cloud. 

Brag. For mine owne part, I breath free breath: I haue feene 
the day of wrong, through the little hole of diferetion, and I 
Will right my felfe like a Souldicr. ExuntWorthies* 

Kin. Hjw tare’s your Maieftic? 
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